I KEEP FAIR COMPANY

know it, of course ; but mercifully it's come to
my ears.   Perhaps you can guess who I mean/1
Marya put a hand to her throat, and though
she did not speak, I saw her lips frame the
word which she would have used.
" Who ? "
" Yes," I said, " you're quite right. He's
going to meet Leonie."
I had expected that my news would, so to
speak, silence her guns. " I was never more
mistaken. It merely unmasked a battery of
which I had never dreamed.
Marya shut fast her eyes, put her hands
behind her and leaned back against the wall.
The queer, old-time surroundings, her artless
pose, her slight, short-skirted figure and tumbled
golden hair argued absurdly that she and I
were two children quarrelling over some by-law
of hide-and-seek.
As though to attest this conceit, Marya
tilted her chin, pushed back her hair with a
little, petulant gesture and opened her eyes.
" I will stop him/' she said. " I am going
back to my husband, and I will make him see
reason to hold his hand/'
A moment or two went by before I could
find my tongue.
Then-----
" You're going back ? "   I said.
Marya nodded.
"That's right. I must, of course. FTO
maxried the man. Unless and until he givies
me ca^se to leave him------"